LONDONS 


Mourning garment, or Funerall 


Teares: worne and ſhed for the death 
of her wealthy Cittizens, and other her 


inhabitants. 


To which is added, a zealous and feruent 
Prayer, with a true relation how many haue 


dyed of all diſeaſes , in cuery particuler 
pariſh within London, the Liberties, aud out 
pariſhes neere adioyning fromthe 14 of 
luly 1403. to the 17 of Noueniber. 
following. 


At London printed by Raph Blower. 
1603. (0 | | 
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Tothe Right Wo ſhipfull, Sir lohn 


S winnerton Knight: one of the worſhip. 
full Aldermen, af the honorable Citty of London: 
VV. M. uiſheih Ezrths Fappives, and Hea- 
uens Bleſſednes. 


Ight V/orſhipful and graue Sena- 
tor: if my knowledge and lear- 
ning, were anſwerable to my 
good vill and affection: this my 
poore labour now mourning in a 
ſable Weede, ſhould be as great 
and precious, as to the contrary itisweake, and 
Fs And knowing that the Vertuous minde , 
reſpecteth not ſo much the yalewe ot the guift, as 
the good will of the giuer, emboldeneth me to pre- 
ſẽt this ſmal Pamphlet to your Worſhips view; molt 
humbly crauing pardon for my raſh attempt, which 
if to your wonted clemmencie I doe obtaine. I ſhall 
liken my ſelfe to a poore Debtor owing much, free; 
ly forgiuen of all his large reckonings and dange- 

rous accounts, and bound in duty to pray 

for your Worſhips long life, 

with increaſe of 

honor. 


Your Won ſhips at Commaund, 
VII IIA MyGcins 


WII 


WI 


Londons mourning garment, 


and Funerall Teares. 


1 heauy heart, and ſighes of inward Cares, 
th wringing hands. explayning ſorrows wo, 


With blubbered cheekes,bedewde with trickling teares 


Wich minde oppreſt lamenting griefs that flewe 
London lament,and all thy — 
What al? nay ſome, all were too much to tell, 


The learne d Homer could not penne it well. 


Ay me poore London, which of late did floriſh, 
Wich ſpriaging M ax c N, the tidings ofa King: 
And A yr «1.4 ſhowers,my bloſſomes ſo did nouriſhe, 
That I in M a 1 E, was ealde a famous thing, 
Yea Townes and Cities did my glory ring: 
Nay thorewe the worlde my golden tame ſo grewe, 
That Princes high, croſt Seas, my ſeate to vie we. 


And like to AGAMEMNoONSgallanttrayne, 


Throughout my ſtreetes, with 


Where them with welcomes, I did entertaine; 
Pleaſing their liking, with each ſeuerall ſhowe, 
Where they in me, much treaſure did beſtowe, 


Honouring the Church with Prayers, the — — golde, 


Where Princes bought, and beauteous Virgins 


My Soueraigne Lord, m 


To adde more glory to Ie 


s ſtate, 
mighty King, 


Made oft repayre, beth Moining, Eu en and late, 

To me both gainefull, and a pleaſant thing: 

My heart was glad, my voice S O L, EA, did ling, 
My head did muſe, not ſtrucke wich ſorrowes fad, 


But bow to make, my crowned Soueraigne glad. 
B 


ely ſteps did goe, 


Ide. 


To 
 Eurnſodid[withzealeathotasfyer 


—— — = — — 
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Londons mourning garment, 

And asa Bry her Nuptiall day, 

8 
weich BY, | 


her faith, to him ſhe 


Prepare my ſelfe againſt this day of ioye. 


"x Togiue him welcome, with Vive Le Rove. 


My 


My Fark 

My Ma ſtrangers laboured hands and feere, - 
And ſcattered coyne,like Iv 21 tx a sſhawres of Golde, 
Hoping with ioy this C x54 «tobehold, 


PicMALion his skilfull Caruers ſent? 


nning A. his pencill drew - 
2 —— 


But oh, a ſudden qualme doth eroſſe my heart 


twixt cup and lip are dangers oft we ſee, 
wks are Irons. | 


' Yeping, oh, Lou ox, thou muſt yeeld to mee: 


I muſt hau: rootes and branches for my fee. ? 
T be fruits full ripe and blofſomes that might grow 
Are mine, notthuue, the Fates decree'd i ſo. 


Drown'din deepe ſeas ( 
Vnleſſe — 
Is chere no 


Or Funerall Teares, 


VVhat none? nay, then I ſee the Proverbe old istrue, 
The widdowes care is t :dious ere to loue, 
Sith women are ſo fickle, men to you, 
Loxpon laments, will ye her plains remoue. 
Iheare no Eccho; men hke women proue, 
V Vidowers for wives, widdo wei for husbands ſecke, 
Before the teares are dryed fromther che ces. 


To children ihen I will my ſorrowes ſhew, 
V Vhole Parentslately in the were layde 
Their hearts with ſighs will cauſe freſh teares to flow, 
And reach a hand for ſorrowing Lox po x 5 ayde. 
Come children meurne, I cry but am denayde, 
Their Parents riches —— cheir breſt, ; 
Thatthey long fiace did wiſhthem at their reſt. 


mes the ſnend that's dead, 
Robbing his children with a ſubtill head: - 
By reaſon he executor, made the drown& 
By wreſting Law Ahe riches are his owne. 


Oh (Reiplelle Lady) whither ſtull I flye, 
$* —— — 2 — 100 

o aged people; no, their Ire dry, 
{tug nt. 3 —— 
To middle age? (alas )theiryits are hem 

To punt nds ad ing for he ers, 
Or by long liſe, o gaine which other ſpares. 


The ſeruant may yet helpe at neede, 

That new hath leſt his Maſter and bis ſtay, 

Sending foorth ſuhings tillthe heart doth bleed 

Oh, Loxpo n, thou im vaineto him doeſt pray, 

His power and wits he bends znotherway : 
is Maſters cuſtome, ſhoppe, and trade to 

El he reurs,hebluhe yoogmon caves 

= 


Londons mourning garment, 
Isthere none then, that will take Londons part? 
And help to ſing, a welcome vnto wo ? 
Is there none feunde, that ſeeles a preſent ſmart ? 
Nor none a · hue, that can c uſe Teares to fla 
Ifany be 2 then freely them beſtow. 

Two mourne together, (wage ech others grief, 

Weepe ona while, and I will be the chicte. 


I heare no anſwere yet in cheſe eſtates, 
Let me but ſtugy, where, and whom to ſeeke, 
Oh, now I haue ht me, come on mates, F I 
For you and I, muſt mourneitby the weeke: | 
And neuer will ne w teares, be long toſecke , - 
For Parents loue, vnto their Childten deare , 
In iudgrneatſounde, nothing can come more neare. 


The loue of Parents, are like Graftes that grow, 
Euer encreaſing, till it proue a tree: 
The loue of Chaldren, ike the melting Snow, 
DCIS tillan —_ there be, 0 

ay hy experience, — ztrue we ſee, 


Loue tothe euermore es: / 
But to the Parents, ſeldome —— 5 


And now I haue, with trauel, griefe and paine, 
Founde foorthtwo mourners, that will Agents be : 
Chooſe which of vs, ſhal ſettle to complaine , 
Or if you will, leauo all the chardge to me: 
Onely I with you, to abandon glee . 
And to my voice, prepare your glowing Eares , 
With ſighes and groanes, and ſometimes icalding Teares , 


And if tohighmy warbling notes aſcendes, 
Judge me not bolde but zealous in my loue: 

If that too lowe, thinke that with ſighes for friendes, 
My voice is hoarſe, yet Iagaine wil proue , - | 
The vtmoſt power, I can for to remoue, by 

Your too forgetfull, ſorro ves which are drye, 
Aud place them now, a freſh in memory, 


Or Funerall Teares. 


Art thou a Father, or a Mother deare ? 
Hadſt thou a Sonne, or Daughter of thy ſide: 
Were no: their voice, ſweete muſicke in thy Eare, 
Or from their ſmiles, could't thou thy countnance hide. 
Nay, were they not. the glories of thy pride ? 
doubt too much, thy loue on them were ſet, 
That whilſt thou liueſt, thou canſi notthem forget. 


Remember well, you Dames of London Cittie, 
As for vou men, ile leaue you for a While. . 
Becauſe ſmall paines, deſerues the leſſet pity, 
And you are ſtronger, ſorrowes to begyle 
A ſpace we will, your company exile, 
And bid you farewell, nll another day, | 
When time and place, will giue you cauſe of ſtay . 


And now my hatts, olde Widdowes and yong wines , . 
Youthatin ſilence, ſit ſo ſad and mute: wr 
You that wring hands, as weary of your lives, ; 
Heare London ſpeake, ſhewil expreſſe your ſuite. 
Iknow your ſighes, is fot your tender fruite 
Fruite inthe budde, in bloſſomeripe and growne, 
All deare to you, no death hath made his owinie . 


Andas the gteedy Wolfe, from harmeles Ewes , 
Robbs them of Lambes, tucking their tender Tett: 
And in his Rigour, no compaſſion ſhewes, 
Bur gormondizing, kils them for his meate. 
Euen ſo deaths fury, now is grwneſo great, 

The tender Lambe, will not his fury ſtay. 

Both Lambes and Ewes, he ſwalowes ie his pray. 


0 
Wines Jean, poore Lox pox for my part, 


What palefac' Death, within fiue Monthes hath wroughe : 


Seaucn hundred Widdowes, wounded to the Hart, | 
Wicli their ſweet Babes, vhich they full dearely bought. 
Some deadueu borne, ſome neuer forth — 
You Mothers weepe, if euer you bore any, 
To thinke how ſore, Death did perplexe ſo many. 
2 B 


rought, . 


3 Not 


Londons mourning garment, 


Not yet content, he Rageth vp and downe, 
And ſecretly, his heauy viſage ſhewes: 5 
— euery — —_ ofthe Towne , 
ing whole hou'es, ſoone whereas , 
Tables, beth olde and young G d — 
The weeping Mother, and the Infant cleare, 
The louing Brother, and the Siſter deare. 


Oh, mothersſigh, fit and ſhed teares a while, 
Expell your idle pleaſures, thinke on woes: 
Make not ſo much as countenance of a {mile 
But with dow ne lookes, whichinward ſorrow ſhowes, 
And nowafrc{h, remember all your throwes, 
Your g1ipes your panges, yourbodies pincht with paine, 
As ifchis inſtant, you did them ſuſtaine 


Let not ſo much, ſorgotten be of you, 
As the leaſt qualme, that then your harts oppreſt: 
No nor the ſmalleſt, dolor did enſue, | 
As heauy wincks andtoo too little reſt; 
Kemember al, the ſorrowes of thy breaſt, 
Which inthe breeding, bearing and delivery , 
Tou did indure, with paine yet willing 


Againe bethinke you, at that iaſtant hower, 
The little difference, was twixrt liſe and death: : 
Whenas the infant, with hisnaked power, 
Laboured for life, to hauc his rightſull birth, 
And with the ſickly, Mother gaſpt for breath, 4 
The one nete dead, as nigh to death the other, 
Soreſto the babe, worſe Traucllfor the Mother. 


If any Mother, can forget this ſmarr, 

Her tor a woman, I will neuer take; 

And out of Londens, fauor may ihe — , 

And all ſuch brutiſh, ſtrumpets ſor her ſake : 

For ſuch light hus-wiues, I awiſh will make, 
That neuer any, may approch my Citty, 
Euer to want, aud no hart them to pittie. 


And 


Or Funerall Teares. 


And now veturne I, to you honeſt wives, . 
Who gricuing fits, and ſighing ſend forth Teares, 
Which to your Husbands, lyue chaft and true lives, 
And with your Children, paſſeth forth your yeares, 
To you that Londons, Lamentations heares. 
And are true parteners, in my pla'nts and mones, 
Experience ſhewes1®, by your iaward grones. . 


The Child new borne. the Mother ſome deale well 
Are all the griefes, andſorrows at an end: 
No cares and troubles, yet I haue to tell, 
Though Child be {wath'de,and ſickly Mother mende, 
The feeble Infant, many a fret doth ſend . 
Which grieues the Mother, till ſhe weepe agaiue, 
Toheare and ſee, the Inſant in ſuch pame. 


And wich her ſeeble, hand and weakely ſtrength, 
She playes and dallyes, for the babyes good: ‚ 
And to het milke- White, breſtes doth lay at lengh 
The prety foole, who learnes to tale his foode. 
Hus onely meanes, to:10uriſh life and bloud, 
He ted, , ſhe paynd, he drawes, poore Mother yeelds, 
Whole louing breſts both ſhutes and prickings feeles, 


And when the Babe doth gather ſtrength amaiae, 
Moſt ſtrongly labouring at his mothers dugge. 
She patiently enduretli all the paine, 
Sultering his 1ppss her nipple (hill to lugge, 
And with her armes moſt cloſely doch it hugge, 
As ſhe ſhould ſay, draw childe and ſpare not mee, 
My breils are thine, I feele no paine with thee, 


Though that poore heart her breſt doth ake full ſore, 
And in vardly fell prickings ſhee indures, 
Till eyes guſh teares, and lippes reach kiſſes ſtore; 
Which in grue mothers gladſome ioyes procures, 
And to more ardent loue them ſtill allures': 

That toates and kiſſes greet the Babe together, 

Like to ſunne · ſhine when ĩt is dropping weather, 


Ymagia. 


Londons mourning garment, 


Ymmagn heere, the pretty Lambe doth cry, 
The Mother ſtrong, and tines of Ciioms ſt : 
Will,ſhe then leaue it, to the worldesbroad Eye, 
No, whiltt her life, and vitall powers laſt, 
The Mothers loue, to Child is fixte ſo fait, 
She ſtills it ſtraight, and layes it to her breſt, 
Wich kiſſes more, hen VE x VS could diſgeſt 


And with her Armes, ſhe heaues it high and lowe, 
As ifa cradle, it ſu eete foole lay in 
Doubt you not to, ſhe kiſſes did beſtow , 
And if it ſmile, afreſh ſhe doth begin. 
On prety looke, a hundred kiſſes inne 
My more then ſweete, vnto her Chuld ſhe ſaith , 
I would not for, x Kingdome wiſh thy Death. 


Now is her minde, full ſrai ght with inward ioy, 
As if all things, ſhe thought ſhould come to paſle : 
Vttering forth _ vnto her prety boy, 
Shall Death haue thee, and lay thee inthe graſſe. 
Ile rather goe, to Earth from hence was, 
Fell Death goeſecke, for crooked age and olde, 
My Child is fayre, vnfitting for the molde. 


I hope to ſee, more comfort and more ioy, 

Of this ſweete Babe, which colt my life almoſt : 

I pray thee grimme Death, doe not him annoy , 

Goe get thee turther, to ſome other Coalt , 

To killan Infant giues ſmall cauſe of boaſt. 

Theres many liuing, that would gladly dye, 
Take them away, but ſpare my Chude and l. 


Chaſt Lo Nx Do wiues. me thinkes I ſce you all, 
Fach ſeuerall Mother, hau ng greefes to ſhewe, 
And wich your greefes, I ſee the Tearcs doe fall, 
The one ly Phiſicke, women can beſtow, 
Oh, that I could, but caſe your hart ſicke woe, 
LoD would ſpare, no labour eoſt not time, 
To wipe the water, from your blubbered Eyen. 


But 


| Or Funerall Teares. 

But Ia skilfull Surgeons part wil lplay, 

Firlt ſearch the ſore, — miniſter - Al meete- _ 

Vnto yovr memories, I your plants will) ay, 

Cauſing afreſh your heauie eyes to greete. | 

Then gentler ſaſues, I meane perſwaſions ſweete; 
This is the ſurgery wounded Lo v Do N layes 
To all her Patients, that her heſts obayes. 


One tender mother cryeth loude and ſhrill, 
Wringin g her lands, my ohildren both are dead: 
Sweet louing Henry, and niy eldeſt gyrle, 
Ah Beſſe, my wench thou hadit thy mother ſped 
With ſorrowes, that will neuer from my head. 
Thy forward wit to learning and to awe, 
A ſweeter daughter never woman ſawe. 


Thy flaxen haire,thy collour red and white, 
Thy yeeres full ten, thy body ſtraight and tall, 
Thy countnance imilling, neit her ſad nor light, 
- Thy pleaſant eyes, thy hands with fingers imall, 
Thy manners milde,thy reading belt of all, 
With needle pregnant, as thy Sampler ſhewes, d 
Patient in death like ſucking Lambe ſhe goes, 


M s were that ] might haue kept thy life 
a —— yeeres, and be a beutious Maydez 
To ſee thee match't, and be a LONDON wife, 
To ſee thy childe- bed, and be ſately layde, 
To ſee thy children in the ſtreete haue playde: 
To cheere my age, as ſhould a loving daughter, 
* But thou art gone, and I muſtfollow after. 


My little HE NAI x, oh; that prety foole; 

That oft hath made my ſorrowing heart full glad, 

His words were Mamma: ſit, here is aftoole, 

Some bread and butter I haue nothing had; - 

Ile buſſe you well, (good Mamma) be not ſad, | 
Vp an cock - high, l — wi ——— 1 
Where oft ( poore _ he hath caughta 1 


Londons mourning garment; 


Andi ſometimes, he hearde his Father dude, 
As houſbolde wordes , way paſſe rwixt man and wife : 
Vnto my Huſbande, preſently he hyed 
As he ſhould ſay, 1 —— 
And with his Childiſh thirth, and pleaſvres rife 
Abates the heat, and makes vs both to ioy: 
Io ſee ſuch nature, inthe lutle Bcy. 


But Death, oh Death, that haterof my wealth 
Hach ſlaine my Daughter, and my litile Sonne: 
Boch ofthem proppes, vnto my wiſhed health 
Boch to haue I woulde bareſoote haue runne: 
Fel Arzor os, her fatall ſlroke hath done; 
Wich the eternall. Ibeleue they reſt, 
Oh, happy Babes, for euer they are bleſt. 


Step aſter Step, I ſee an other come, 
Caſtingher handes, abroade, as ſhee were wood > 
Seeming to tell a heauy tale toſome, 
But filly Dame, thou art not vaderſtoode 3 
| Speake mildely, lowly , not with chafing bloude: 
For haſtie ſpeach, hath ſeldcme reaſon ſhowne , 
When ſoft deliuerance , makes the matter knowne , 


Tam a Widdow poore, Chriſt ſhew me pittie, 

Feeble and weake of yeetes, three ſcore and ten: 

I had two Daughters, married in the Cittie, 

Both of them well, & vnto honeſt men; 

They had iny loues, and Ihadiheirs againe : 
Wich them hop'tto ſpend my aged yeeres, - 
And to be buried, wich their funerall teares. 


Tothem I gaue, tlut little I poſſeſt , ä 
Wich chem to dwel, as long as life enſured : 
Three Monthes with one, my Cuſtome was toreſt , 
Then, wich the other, 1 like ſpace endured : 
With vs the Diuel, no iarres nor brawles procured. 
Zut liued and lou de, as quiet as might bo, 
Ibore with them, they dayly honouring me , 


Or Funerall Teares; 

e dy poker 

Ats wi ickins, I at 8 

Comente great Puttocke, with bs Tale "a 

And me quite, _— ; 

Then tothe „he inbly lespt. phy . 
Searing on her, as hee had done the other, ä 

| Ohgreedy Death, oculd ſt thou nottake their Mother? 


My age is fitter fdr the yawning Graue, 
Their yeeres more tender inthe worlde ao ſtay: 
My bones ate dry, and would their porcions haue, 
Their Lymmes were nimble, and a while might play 
My bloude is colde, theires hote, mine weares away - 
both were matched,& fruite might bring foorth ſtore . 
] olde and withered, and can yeelde nv more . 


Thou cruel leane, and ill deformed Denh 
Thou great intruder, and yn-welcomde gueſt: * 34S 
Thou palefac't hog, thou ſhortner of long breath, 

Thou ighty murdrer, of both man & beaſt: 

V Vhy doeſt thou not, inuite me to thy feaſt? 


That lackes houſe, lodging, ſi — 


V Vith lamentations, and with Teares good ſtore, 
Yammagin row, you heare a Mothers griefe : 
Shee moſt of all, her ſcrrowes doth deplore, 
Vrrring foorth woordes, as helples of re lieſe, 
She is deptiu de. of all, both ſeſſe and chiefe; 
Aſwell her Children, as her Husbande good , 
V Vith labouring ſeruantes that did earnetheir foode. 


Ah my ſweet Babes, whit woulde noe I haue done? 

Toyeelde you comfort, & maintaine you heers: 

Early and late, no tabour woulde I ſhun, 

To feede your mouthes, though hunger pincht me neere; 

Allthree at once, I woulde your : 
Twaine in my lappe, ſhoulde ſucke their tender Mother, 

And with my foot, I 3 

2 


— 


Londons mourning garment, 
Me thinkesT fee them ſtill, and heare their cryes 
Chieffy a nights when onbed am layde, | 
Which make freſhteares goe from my watry eyes, 
When l awake and finde I am deceined; 
Sweet pretic Babes, Chrilt hath your ſouls teceiuedʒ 

Faire Babes to mee, you nere ſhall come againe, 

But where you are, l truſt aye to remaine. 


Vour louing father tooke a great deliglit, 

Often in Armes to haue thoſe duldren ſmall, 

And now he hath them euer in his ſi ght, 

Not one or two, the heauens y oſſeſſe them all, 

Father and Babes ohayde when Chriſt did call. 
They altare gone, I onely left with breath, 
Tobyde mort ſorrowes in this wretched earth. 


Poore and in want yong widddow left am], 
Kindles and triendleſſe, lacking meanes to liue, 
Had but my ſeruants ſtayde their worke to plye 
— labour, x ould ſome comfort to giue, 
y s are like to water de in ſyue. 
| Onely I truſt God will — my health, 
That may worke and hate diſhoneſt wealth, 


Many more ſorrowes might I here repeate, # 
Of grieued Mothers for their children deare, 
But tines are precious and worke too — 
For my hoarſe voice to ſhe and vtter here, 
Onely I pray you liſten and giue eare 
To Lonvo xs ſorr wes, which ſo many are, 
My clacking tongue cannot them halſe declare. 


And as withpaine I did endure to tell 
Your too tos heauie und vmvel com d woes, 
Wherein poore Lo no N labour d to do well, 
But wanting giſtes, the beſt ſhe can ſhe ſhowe t 
The willing minde, that all ſhe hath beftowes, 

Paſt needes be reconed for a friendly part, 
| ſeruing thankes, with as cheerefull a heart, 

Excuſe 


Or Funerall Teares. 


Excuſe me then, and heare me too, a while, 
For many ſorrowes compaſſe me throughout: 
Neuer ſince B Av vx ſet ſooting in this Ille, 
Nor nere ſince it was walled round about: 
More bleſſed newes, nor happy ſpring cold ſprout; 
Then did to LO 0N, inthis preſent yeere, 
When Englands Ces a & came this Citie neere, 


All went aflaunt, happy that Marchant was 

Which had rich wares to pleaſe his Chapmans eyes 
The fine ſt ſhagges, wrought ſtuffes, and pureſt glaſſe, 
Rare cloth of gold, and filkes of euery dye: 

Who for his money could know here to buy, 
Boch vent and ſent to fetch in wares ſtore, 


Not doubting ſale for that and three times more. | 


Andas they thought a while it did continue, 
Doings waxt quicke,and wares a pace did fell, 
Great men of honours with their retinue, 
Approch't my Citie minding hereto dwell, 
Houſes and Chambers were let deare and well, 
There was no corner in me did remaine, 
But the true Owner might imploy to gaine, 


With Ic Axvs, I ſoring then aloft, 
Bathing my limbes in heat ot hi ſonne, 
Till waxe n wings with melting heate were ſoft, 
And had no power me from the waues to unne, 
Downe mult [ fall, my glorie quite vndene, 
He fits aboue that looketh done below, 
Comm: nding powers his iuſtice here to ſno w. 


And with King DA v 1 Ds chance doth me correct, 
Spreading his Plague, here pleaſeth him to ſtrike; 
Becauſe in health his lawes I didreiect, 
Truſting 1a menes, in man, in horſe, and pike; 
Boaſlung of riches, beautie aud ſuch like. 

Neuer redeemuig of [wift paſsing times, 

Bur ſtill committing new and vgly crimgs. 
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And' 


\ 


Londons mourting garment, 


And tothe ende, none dwelling in my Cirtie 
————— ſafer thenthereft, 


| Tudgag heirſlightsandoot Godelaſting pie 


cauſc why — — health arc bleſtz 
Gods tudgemer:t ypon _ 2repreſt, 7 
From pooreſt ,tothe wealthieſt Squire, 
From yongeſt infant, to the oldeſt Syre. | 


For if the aged people bee ſhould fpare, 
They would attribute tothemſelues too much, 
And ſay their bloudes are drye, their bones ſo bare, 
The Peſtilence their bodies cannot touch . 
If middle age ſheuld ſcape,their wits are ſuch, 
That throughtheir dyet. or by letting blood, 
They wonne the victorie, and the Plague with- ſtood, 


Thefrolicke you hs would iudge the ſtrengths the meane, 
ws io t, legges and ſinewes ſtrong, 
The liitle infant being weake and leane, 
Wants ſubſtance for the Plague to worke vpon. 
Theſe are cxcuſes, but effefis haue none; 

Gods Meſſenger (che Plague) doth feare no States, 

But ſtrikes both loweſt and the higheſt Mates. 


Now for the rich which haue of golde ſuch ſore, 

Feeding their bodyes with dilicious fare, | 

Keeping great fires, ſtirre not out of doore, 

Vſing perfumes, ſhunning infected ayre; 

Shall they eſcape? No, the Plague will them not ſpare: 
Becauſe they ſhall notthinke their heaped treaſure, 
Can keepe them longer then it is Gods pleaſure. 


Ifrich men dye,and poorerpeople ſtay, 
They will exclame with — deadly ire, N 
Say ing with ſurfects they couſume the day, 
Wallowing in eaſe like dirtie Swyne in myre, 
Iudgi i ſcarcitie and their thinne a 
I be onely Phiſicke, poyſons to with 0 
| — ocherohave given death their hand. 


If 


1 — — 


Or Funerall Teares. 


If any then ſhould ſcape deathes heauie 
And claime a pardon for a longer day: 


The zealous Preacher and the godly wight, 


Which for themſelues,and ſor their hearers pray, 
_ haus ſom: fauour in this world to ſtay: 
ut God ſaith no, they ſh:l] yeeld to their kinde, 
Leſt they prooue haughrie which remaine behinde. 


There are a people that doe leawdly liue, 


Swaggering and ſwe ring, prone tocuery ſinne, 
1 (cape? oven — due 

Ofall the vices they haue wallowed in. 

Such wretched Caytiffes, made the Lord beginne, 
Toftrike poore L 0 o o with thy heauie tod, 
For pleaſing Sathanand offending God. 


What ſhould I ſay my ſorrowes are ſo many, 


One for a thouſand I cannot repeate, 


Within my bbertics ſcarce any, 
Which haue not felt Gods wrath and mightie threate, 
Eicher by death, or ſickneſſe fell and great, | 
It Parents ſcap de, the children had their part, 
If both remaine, their ſeruants felt ſome ſmart. 


The ſicke bequeather ofhis wealth by Will, 
Not one ly dead, but his executors too, 
And cke the Scriuener that did makethe Bill, 
All in one fort night haue payde death their due, 
The like vnto the Landlord enlue, 
Both wealthy father, and ſucceeding here, 
Wich their poore tenants ended haue their cate. 


The joyful! Brydegreome marricd as to day, 

Sicke, weake,and feeble before table layde, 

And the next morro dead and wrap't in clay, 

Leaving his Bride, a widdow, wife and mayde. 

Which ſudden change doth make her ſo dilmayde, 
Thar griefes and ſorrowes doth perplexe her heart, 
Within three dayes ſhe takes — part. 


Londons mourning garment, 


Much might I ſpeake ef other ſad lamencs, 

And fill your cares with new and ſeuerall woes, 

Spending a weeke, te — ; 

Which needleſſe 2 both ſees and knowes, 

How many thouſands death and graues incloſe: ü 
Making me (Lo ho which long time he th ſlowriſh'e 
Scorned oi thoſe which fed and nouriſh t. 


And thoit that haue my glory moſt ſer forth, 
Boaſting that I for beautie did excell; 
No to approch vnto me are ſo loath, 
As if my preſence were a ſwallowing hell: 
Wichin their houſes they refuſe ro dwell, 
And to the Countrey flye like ſwarmesof Bees, 
Where wealth and — many of them leeſe. 


But moſt of all my ſorrowing heart doth grieue, 
For ſuch'as worke and take exceeding care, 
And by their labour knowe not how to liue, 
Going poore ſoules in garments thinne avd bare, 
The bellie hungry, of fleſhleanc and (pare. 
Pawning and ſelling clothes, and what they baue, 
To ſee their children which for foode doe craue. 


And when poore hearts the ir hunger once is ſtayed, 
The day inſuing brings the like dil eſſe: 
The painefull Parents working all their trade 
For new ſupply, fell famine to ſuppteſſe, 
But all in vaine their woes ate nere the leſle. 
Their worke being made, abroade poore ſoule s they trott, 
From Morne to Noene, from Noone to Night, God wott. 


Offering their wares, and what they haue to ſell, 
Vnto ſuch Tradeſ-· men as haue {mall pittie, 

But they like NA ALS, will not with them mell, 
Vnleſſe for halfe the worth they may it buy: 

The rich man laughs, the poore in heart doth cry, 
Shedding foorth teares in ſorrow to his wife, - 

This world doth make me weatie of my life. 


Or Funerall Teares; 


- The Wife doth weepe, the needy ſeruantes play 
The Children crySor foode where none is bought: 
; The Father ſaith, Icannot ſell to day, 
One iot of m_— — — of —— wrought ; 
In eu ſhoppe, r mohey Ought. 
— ns take none, your hunger to . 
Teares part from hum, the Children q amaine. 


V Vhart ſhall we doe? 2 counſell ſtraꝑht they take, 
Meate muſt be had, our people muſt not ſtarue, 

Wie, take ſuch thinges, & goe wnhoutA LoATE, 
In H 0 vv NDES D1 TGH, pawne them, our great neede to 
They wil make ſure, if that a day we ſwaue (fcrue, 
All will be laſt, our garments are theirowne, 


Though for a we gue a ſhilling lone. 


Beſides the Bill apowlin will coſt, 
Andeuery Moneth — be tene w d, 
So was my Leaſe to griping vſurie loſt, 
The firſt beginn er of my ſorrowes brew d, 
And euer ſince want vpon want inſew d. 
Muy bedding forſeite for a thing of 
My braſſe and Peter, want of conſcience bought. 


If now our clothes which clad out naked skinne , 
Should thus be loſt, as was our other good, 

Alas, — — what caſe are wethen in, 

Such ers neuer asked food. 

If honeſt labour could this griefe withſtood, 

We would haue reckoned day and night as one, 
To worke for meate rather then make ſuch mone. 


O you of Lo x DON, nowheare Lond oO x ſpeake, 

Eſpecially you Magiſtrates of might, 

And eddy Citizens, whoſe ſtore is great, 

I gently wooe you to haue good fore- light, 

And caft your eyes vpon the needy wight, | 
Thoughfeare of e drive you hence as men, 

Yet leave your —— heart withthem. 


i 


/ 


N 


Londons mourning gatment, 
emember all, your richesare 


but lent, 
eee 


. 


— — cad diſcend. 


Remember rulers, of each publycke ch 
The ſcuerall branches, of your priuate oa 
Remember them, that vſe a conſcience larg 
And on themſelues, the needyes ſtocke - ich, 


- Herobbes lus God, and his pre neighbours both. 


He that unts bleſſings, to the poore that lends, 
Giuestreble curſings, tothole it miſſ- ſpends. 


Remember like wiſe, God hath plact you heere , 
To beas nurſing. fathers to the , 

Let then your kindnes, now to appeare, 
ä —— no niggerds of your ſtore: 


Gedinhiawiſedows, gave ryoutherefore 


Put foorth your talents; and gaine ten for fule, 
— U— 


One other boone, doth mournefull Lo Do x craue, 
— ou on whom, her weale and woes depende 
in the ſenate, houſe with counſel! graue, 
— ——. to end. 
Make ſome decree, poore working trades to mend, 
At leaſt ſet — ſome — their good, 
That each man may, wich labour earne his foode. 


Reſtraine the number, ofdenouring drones , 
That ſuc ks the hunny, from che laboting bees. 


— 2— in their bribes and lones, 
Mens whole eſtates, which are of poore degrees : 
And brings them quick — —— knees, 


Fower groates a mon ney ſhillings lent, 
Ys like — — rent. 


The 


OrFunerall Teares, 


The number, numbotleſſe ofhouſes vaine, 
Which beere and ale, forſooch make ſhewe to ſell: 
Vnder which couller, doth ſuch vyces | 
My checke doth glowe, my toongue refraines to tell, 
Offending God, and plealing Sathan well, 
Like wicked Soon, dothmy Subburbslye 
A mighty blemiſh, to faire Lo xvoxs eye. 


— rs, 1 heads of Lon po x Citie, 
Puniſh lewd vice, let vertue ſpring and grow: 
Then Gods iuſt wrath, now hot will turne to pittie, 
Andfor his children, you againe doe know: 
Your former health, on you he will beſtow, 
The Plague and peſtilence, wherewith he viſites ſtill, 
To end or ſend, are in his holy will. 


Lou ſee the runner, in his race is tript, 

Well when be went, dead ere his iourneyes done: 

You ſee how ſoddame, beauties blaſe i nipt, 

Which ſought all meanes, deaths danger for to ſnunne, 

You heare what ſucceſſe, followe them that runne: 
Moſt true report, doth tell vs where and how , 
The Countreys plauge, exceedes the Cicties now. 


Sith then icreſterh, in Gods mighty power, 
Who when he pleaſe, can bid es Tage ſtay: 
Or if he will, deſtroy you in an hower 
A thouſand yeares, being with him as one day, 
Why ſhould you not, oe for mercy pray. 
Defirmg pardon, with a contryte heart, 
And from your former, wickednes depart. 


Vf this you will, incontinently doe, 

The Lorde in pittig, will hisudgments ceaſe, 

And many bleflings will he powre on you: 

Health and long lite, Honour & happie peace, 

Your Foes ſhal quaile, your friendes ſhall ſtill increaſe, 

Your VViues (hall flouriſh like afruirfull Vine, 

e 
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Your 


— 


Londons mourning garment, 


Your Termes ſhall holde, your men of Worth ſhall ſtay, 


Your Marchants trafficke,and great riches gaine , 
Your Tradeſ-mens ſorrowsſhall bee done away, 
True leyall ſeruants ſhall with them temaine: 
Your Artiſants ſhall neuer more complaine , 
Theirhoneſt labour ſoſhall thriue and ſpecde, 
That they ſhall giue to others that haue neede. 


And I thatlong haue beene a loathed Dame, 
- hall — with myrth and inward glee, 
Renowned Lady, now muſt be my name, 
O famous LON D O N, who is like to thee; 
37 ner ce, 
hy Churches filde,thyPreachers burne with zealc, 
Thy glory ſhines, O bleſſed Common-weale, 


My crowned CESAR and his Peerleſſe Queene, 
Comes now ing with their — 
Deck t with rich robes the like was neuer ſeene, 
Nor neuer none more welcome to Lo N DON, 
Me tlunkes I ſee the le how they runne, 
To get them roome this happy fight to ſee, 
That this may come ſay all Amen, with mee. 


FINIS, 


e 


9 


A godly and zealous Prayer vnto 


God, for the ſurceaſing of his ire full 
Plague, and grieuous Peſtilence. 


ond Sod Almightie, the Father 
ok mercies and God of all conſolation, we 
N } miſerable diſtreſſed creatures, wounded 
with the multitude of our grieuous fins, 
repayze vnto thee (the Phiſition of our 
ſoules) foz Balme to cure our es. D 
Lozd, we acknowledge and confeſſe our 
owne bnwozthinelle : great isthy goodneſſe towards vs, 
and great is our ingratitude towardes thee. Thou haſt o- 
pened the Mindowes of Þcauen, and powzed out thy 
bleſſings vpon vs, as out uf a toze-houſe oz treaſarie: thou 
baſt giuen vs of the latte ofthe earth, and fed vs with the 
dewe of heanen : peace and plentie haue beene out poztion, 
andinheritance theſe many yeeres : the ſwoꝛd hath not de⸗ 
noured vs, hunger and famine haue not come neere vs : the 
knowledge of thy wo2d hach floziſhed amongſt vs : And 
whereas other Nations ſit in darkeneſſe, and grope at 
None day, being overwhelmed with the fogges 4 myſtes 
of erroz and ſuper ſticion, wee ſtill inioy the frnition of thy 
gloꝛious Ooſpe ll, and the ſunne of righteouſnes ſtill ſhineth 
cleerely in our climate: whoſe ſw2ete influence might have 
cauſed vs (had we not bene barren trees) to haue bzought 
lt much fruite. But alas, in vaine bath the doctrine of 
thy ſonne Chꝛiſt Jeſus, dꝛopped as the deaw:in vaine haue 
the ſweet diſfilling ho wꝛes of thy mercies beene powꝛed 
oat _ dis Land. Foz we daue not pet bzought fo:th the 
firſt fruites of the ſpirit : we haue had the firſt, and thelat- 
ter raine, but we bzing fozth 5 fruit of — + 
3 r 


A godly and zealous prayer, 
firft no; laſt: our Mine is bitter as the Nine of @odom, and 
the grapes of Gomera: wee are become 

ed cozrupt chilvzen, diſobedient ſer⸗ 

nantes,a rebellieus people, now that we are rich, and are 
waren lat. we ſpurne with the hcele, ine ; vnruly Peifar, 
we areſicke of long pꝛolperitę, a hane ſurſeited of peace and 
plentie:fulnes of bzcad hath cauſed vs to ln ngainſt thre, & 


come among vs. e thine hand is ſoze againft vs; theretoʒe 
haſt thou armed thy ſelfe with diſpleaſure, like a man of 
warte, thou haſt pʒ thy inftruments of wzath, then 
whet thy \wo2d, thou haſt bent thy bow, thou haſt put 
thine hand to the guiner, thou haſt ot aut thine arrowcs 
of indignation againſt vs, like a Opaunt refreſhed with 
wine, dat ſmitten vs, and wee are wounded at the heart. 
oe vnto vs, foz the voyce of lamentation and mourning 
is heardinour Cities, as when thou fle weft the firſt bozne 
of Egypt. Durheuſes are left deſclate, and men abhozre 
thcir owne inheritance. Wee are one afraid of another, 
men hardly truſt themſelnes, yea, ſcarcely the clothes of 
their backes. Where are our ſolcmnxe meetings, and fre⸗ 
quent aſſemblies : men ſtand a farre off: the Streates ard 
bigh wayts mourne: trafficke ceaſeth : marchandtze de⸗ 
cayeth: the crafteſ-man and cunning artificer is aſhamed 
of his pouertie. hett things doe we inftly ſuffer foz our 
— thy hands; PGod,and yet ſtill we goe fozwards 
in our unnes, like the ſwift D2zumedszie in his courſe : O 
like the Ae in the mountaines, which dzawcth in the ayze 
at her pleaſure, we haue not comfoztcd the weake and fees 
ble kat es, we haue not wept with them that weepe. We 
daue not dad that ſympathy, and fellow-fclling of cach o⸗ 
thers miſcrie,which ought to bee inthe members of Chziſt, 
Nap, often times while one pzapeth in the bitterneCe and 
angvith of his ſpirif, another blaſphemeth in the pzibe and 
pzeſumption of his heatt. Beare one gronelcthon — 
gaipung 


Touch our flinty hearts, and our eyes (hell guſh out with 


Agodly and zealous prayer. 


gaſpiug e gaping after life, there another walloweth in tho 
fincke of in, and puddle of iniquitie, vomiting vp his owns 
ſhame, O God, how diſpleaſing a ſpectacle is this to thing 
e pes: how harſh muſicke(and diſtempered harmony)is it to 
fhine earcs. Therefoze thine hand is fretchedovut, to ſmits 
off the withered bziches of thoſe trees which are toꝛtupt. O 
Lozd,thou knowe ſt᷑ that it is not in man ta dircct his owne 
wayes. Turne vs vnto thee, and we ſhall be turnt d. Dzaw 
thou vs, and we wil run after the ſmell ol thine oyntments. 


water, as the fonie Rocke which Poſes ſmote: Then 
wilt thou repent thee of this caill , when wee hanerepen- 
ted vs of our unnes: then wilt thon turne from vs thy 
fierce wzath, when weer haue turned from our iniquities: 
Chen will we offer vp w the calaes of our lips a ſacrifice of 
pꝛapſe andthankeſgiuing, when thou haſt raiſed vs vp, out 
ol the pit of our grieued deſolatid, then (halt thou put mpzth 
and gladneſſe into our heartes, Poſt mercifull Father, 
let ie be pnough that we haue hitherto bozne the ftozmes of 
thy diſpleaſure, now let thy angry Angell hold his deffrop- 
ing hand: let vs not all dye in our finnes foz whom Chic 
dyed, that wee might liue vnto thee, take away thy cup of 
indignation from vs, and let bs dzinke nomoze of the dzegs 
of thy furie; ſaus the remnant that are left with thy pꝛeſer⸗ 
uatiues of grace, Send thy good Angell vato the Kings 
Court, and giue him charge ouer his Pate ſtie, that the ar- 
rowes þ fiye by night touch not his ſacred perſan, noz coms 
nere his pziacely Pzogeny. Let treacherie, and conſptracie 
bluſh and be aſhamed and coafounded at their pꝛeſence: let 
pꝛoſptritie attend them on the right hand and on the left; 
Lo:dgtue vnde the Nobles, e Þcnato2s of this Land, the 
ſpirit of wiſedome, connſell and vaderftanding : the ſpirit of 
true foztitinde,courage.and magnanimitie. Inſptre the Þi- 
niſters ofthy Goſpel with knawledge of thy wozd, inflame 
thcir hearts with a feruent zeale foz thy glozy : glue vnto 
all Superio;s, dileretion moderation: vnto all inferiozs, 
lcyaity and obdediente. Poze perticulerly, foz our felues, 
Mee pzay thie blcfle our down fitting and our wn 
ble 


A goodly and zealous prayer. 


bleſſe our going ſo2th, and cor com in: ſane bs from 
_ the nopſome e and peffilcnce, b is the rod of thy 
furie, and the of thine indignation, which bzeakefk 


in peices like a Potters vt ſlell irrepentant ſinners], therc- 
foze ſuffer ds not, we beſeech thee, to walke any longer in 
the flubburneCe of cur owne hearts,leaſt we hoard vp ven⸗ 
geanto los our ſelnes in the dap of wzath. © Lo2d illum(- 
nate our bnderſtandings, refozme oure irreguler diſozde⸗ 
red affections , moztifie our finnes, let them dye in this 
_ nights reſt, that to mozrow whe? we awake, we may ſhake 
off Annes, and live vnto rightcouſncNle, neuer fearing to 
goe fog: ward from grace to grate, from vertue to vertne, 

vntill we have arriuet at the hauen ofreft : whithcr 
Chꝛiſt bzing vs, which bought vs ſo; his mer- 
cies ſake : To whem with the Father 

and the holy Ghoſt, be all ho- 
nsur, power, and domini- 
on, foz euermoze. 
Amen, 


A true Relation pf al that have bin buried 
of all diſeaſes, in euery ſeuerall Pariſh; aſwell 


within the Cittic ot London, & liberties 
thereof, as allo in the out pariſhes neere there · 


vnto adioyning, from the 14 of Iuly laſt pall, 
2603, tothe 17, of Nouember following. 


Albones in Woodſtreet— 174 
Alhallowes Lumbarſtr.— - 107 
Alhallowes the great 278 
Alhallowes the leſſ 2:0 
Alhallowes Bredftreet——: 7 


Alhallowes ſtayni 121 
Alhallowes = AAR 211 
—— — 14 
Alhallowes Barking ———411 
Alphage at Cripplegate 168 
Androwes by rhe Wardrope-2 82 
Androwes Eaftcheape———104 
Anne —— — 
tat 40 
Annes Black Fryer 240 
Auntlins O2⁊ꝛců— — 34 
Auſtines Pariſſ——91 
Bartholmew at the t xch: 576 
Bennett at Pauls-· whari. 190 
Bennets G 
— — 
nnets Shethogg=——26 
Burzols Bilinagate 18 


Chriſt Church pariſ 323 
Chriſtophers pariſſ 36 
Clements by Eaſt-chcape—46 
Dennis Back- church ——— 1c 
Dunſtones in the Eaſ. 222 
Edmunds in Lumbard-ſt— 72 
Ethelborow within Biſhopsg 1 5 6 
S. Fathes =—— - 101 
S. Foſters in Foſter-lane——9 3 
Gabriel Fan- Church 66 
Georges Burtolph-lane ——3 5 


Gregories by Paule: 60 


Hellens within Biſhopsg —9 


lames by Garlick- uch 136 
John Euangeliſt ————— 9 
Iohn Zachariew— —:;:1 
Tohnsin the Walbrooke 133 
Katherines Cree - Church — 391 
Kathermcs Coleman 180 


| Laurencein the Ilury=————36 


Laurence Pountney———=157 | 
Leonards Foſter- lan —239 
E. Mag- 


Magnus pariſh by the Bridge-107 
Margrets New fithſtreee—$1 
Margrets Pattens —————/1 
. Margrets Moyſes 67 
Matgrets Lothbery————99 
Martins in the Vintry 242 
Martins Orgars- 89 
Martins Iremongerlane—— 25 
Martins at Ludgate | 
Martins Ourwich ————; 
Mary le Booe—————— 26 
Bothay ——— 39 
Mary at the hill — 1:9 
Mary Abchurch 120 
Mary Woolchurch — ——48 
10 
— 87 


Maudlinsin Milke- ſtreet 32 
Maudlins by oldfiſnſtreet 128 
Mighels Baſtie ſhaw ———:1 35 
 MighelsCornehill — 119 
Mighelsin Woodſtreet 1j t 
Mighel. inthe Ryall.—— 99 
Mighels in the Querne —— 9 


Mii Queene-hith ———128 


- Michel Crooked lane. — —1 39 
Mildreds Poultry 79 


MidredsBreditrget— —39 
Nicholas Acons ——— — 32 
>. Nicholas Cole-Abbay—— 139 
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Olaues in the Jury —40 
Olaues ia Hartftreer ————186 
Olanes in Siluer- ſtreet 111 
Pancras by Sopetlane 18 
Peteꝶ in — 122 
Peters in Cheape 44 
Peters the poore in broad(tr,-4.4 
Peters at Pauls Harfe 96 
teuens in Colman - ſtreet 339 
Steuens in the Walbrok — 22 
Swithins at London-(tone— 116 
Thomas Apoſtles —— -— 83 
Trinitie Pariſh————-:16 


ei pl; TAE 


VVithout the VVals of 
London, 


„ —ů 


Androwes in Holborn— 1178 
Barthelme the leſſe Smithf.- 84 
Barthelmew the great Smit: · 2 00 
Brides Pariſh 907 
Buttols Algate 1465 
Buttols Biſhopſgate 1202 
Buttols without Alderſg.— 5 6 
Dunſtones in the Wett=—— 484 
Georges in Southwarke--—g9 5 
Giles without Creeplegate- 2455 
Olaues in Southwitke — —-2459 
Sauiours in — $58 
Sepulchers pariſh —————:219 
Thomas in Souchwark 246 
| Tanitie in the Minories 39 
Clem- 


Nicholas Olauet——=$0 : 


243. ——— — 


— —— —!ê— ns bs D 


Clements — 624 
Giles in the Fields 439 
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Iames at Clarkenwell-'—— 716 


Katherines by the Tower— 639 
Leonards Shoredich $56 
Martins in the Fields 458 


Mary W hicechappel——1 $34 
Mar wii in Barmondſey 


ſtreete » — — 772 


Bride wel precindt᷑t— 103 
At * E2G -houſe 154 


we TIE Td 


The true Number of al that haue bin buried, wel within þ Cit. 
tie of London: as alſo within the liberties and Subburbes thercof, 


of all diſeaſes, ſince the firſt beginning of this Uiſitation, is 37717. 


FINJS: 


=> — ; 


MUGGINS (William). Londons Mourning garment, or 


Funerall Teares : worne and shed for the death of her 
wealthy Cittizens, and other her inhabitants. To which 
is added, a zealous and feruent Prayer, with a true 
relation how many haue dyed of all diseases, in euery 
particuler parish within London, the Liberties, and out 
parishes neere adioyning from the 14 of Iuly 1603 . to 
the 17 of Nouember. following. At London printed by 
Raph Blower. 1603. 

Sm. 4to., a fine copy in red lerant moroceo, gilt edges, 
by Ririere 1603 

Ursi AND THE ONLY KNOWN BOOK BY AN UNKNOWN AUTHOR, The 
larger portion of the book is occupied by a poem in 97 6-line stanzas, 
which presents what one conceives to he a very faithful picture of 


London during this plague, which, so our author tells us, was 
responsible for 37,717 deaths in London and its environs. 


Commencing with an account of the glories of the previous months, 
mentioning in particular the acceezion of James I and his gracious 
conduct to the City, he then writes 7 the coming of the 
plague and laments the selfishness of the populace during this time of 
death, in their refusal to assist each other or to mourn for those 
stricken. There follows a long picture of death, sorrow and hardships, 
accompanied by starvation as a consequence of the stoppage of all 
business. He concludes by attributing the plague to a divine visita- 
tion because of the wickedneass of the people and exhorts them to 
repentance. The last verse contains a reference to James's state entry 
into the City, which took place on 15th of March, 1603/4. Following 
the po-m there is © A Godly and zealous Prayer vnto God, for the 
surceaving of his irefull plague . . . and at the end the list of 121 
parishes, etc., with the number of dead in each. 

The book is dedicated to A derman Sir John Swinnerton by 
William Muggins, of whom nothing seems to be known. 

Collation : [AF B-D* F. 
% See illustration no. 72. 


